THE   QUESTING   BEAST
course, and I lectured on it with the commanding officer
watching. As he did not know anything about it I was
quite safe, but as I had forgotten the more technical part,
some very adroit questioning from scientific minds amongst
the class nearly threw me off my balance.
At the end of the third month about twenty of us
were told to sit for a passing-out examination, of which I
was one. The papers were all fairly simple, and I experi-
enced no difficulty with them. My amazement and, I may
say, that of the rest of the battalion, was great when it was
learned that I and only one other had failed. So amazed
was I that I caught the commanding officer alone shortly
after and asked him to tell me why I had faikd. He
made some reference to my youth and passed on. To this
day I am convinced that I did not fail, but that I was
considered to be one of those who " thought they knew
too much/1 and that, of course, in those circles is a
crime* Many years later I hear that my conviction was
correct.
Anyway, there was nothing to be gained by taking it
to heart. I was still full of confidence and, though sorry
to say farewell to the fellows who were going, I threw
myself into the last month of the regular course, still cadet-
sergeant of my depleted platoon.
Some of us decided to publish a magazine to celebrate
the first course of the new Cadet Battalion, and I got
several promises of suppprt from literary and artistic-minded
soldiers. I worked very hard at this, writing and designing
a decorative first page. As time wore on and contributors
did not come in, I was forced to do more than my agreed
share, and the magazine made its appearance about a week
before the end of the course.
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